THE   MONASTERY    OF   SECLUDED    LIGHT

I aimed still to reach Li An Szu across country. I
set off again, steering by the help of my sketch-map
and the contours of the hills. But the valleys con-
verged and curved, and none that I could see ran
parallel. I became more and more perplexed, and at
last gave up. To discover where I was, I decided to
continue to the top of the mountain along which I
was scrambling. From its amazing ridge I looked forty
miles across the Cheng River, saw Zakhou and the
Six Point Pagoda at my feet, and on each river bank
the tremendous piles that were to carry the new
bridge. I turned round to the north and saw the hill
where must be the three monasteries of India; and I
could see the edge of West Lake. Young fir-trees and
bamboos covered the hill-side as far as I could see;
violets and rhododendrons, camellias and magnolia,
wild plum and red-berried holly and tea-bushes
covered the ground that stretched from my feet into
the valley.

The sun would not live much longer; I did not
know how far the valley into which I must descend
would take me before I reached Hangchow. I lay
among this scarcely credible luxuriance while the sky
spread blue over my head, steady and without change.
Far away I heard the bark of a dog and the slower,
less brittle shout of a man. I let the image fade out of
my ear; then I grasped a young bamboo and began
to slither down the mountain. Stones scattered, the